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THE BAA-BAA LAMB 
Song IV 


The baa-baa lamb has gone to sleep, 
And so must babe go, too; 

When morning comes we wake and find 
The sun within the blue. 


The baa-baa lambies love to rest, 
For they have played all day; 

And now they’ve stilled their baa-baa words, 
They've nothing more to say! 


me SONGS 


Old Papa-Ram has closed his eyes, 
The Mamma-Sheep is still; 

When morning comes you'll surely see 
Those lambies on the hill! 
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PENELOPE PETERS 
ELIZABETH PETTINGER 
Chapter X 


AUGHING, weeping April passed 
swiftly, silently, taking with her the 
clumps of purple violets and grace- 
ful adder-tongues to make room for 
May and June, with their train of 
brilliant flowers, creeping wood- 

vines and fragrant leaves of vanilla. The 

ripening fields of grain grew golden brown be- 
neath the July sun, and August breezes whis- 
pered secrets to the young trees whose quiver- 
ing leaves drooped as if to protect from the sun 
the fruit which in a few years would weigh 
their slender boughs to breaking. September 
days shone warm and dry; the strawberry 
vines, with leaves as red as crimson, stretched 
out their thousand arms to grasp more firmly 
the hardening earth, while October's “bright 
blue weather’ left vivid splotches of crimson 
and gold against the dark green background 
of changeless fir and cedar. 

Spring, summer and fall faded away as 

did the season’s flowers, not suddenly nor with 

hurry and confusion, but quitely, peacefully, 

joyfully, each happy in its own time and place, 
and ready, willing to yield when others came. 
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So did the weeks and months pass for the 
Peters family in the log cabin on the mountain 
side. Everyone seemed to have settled down 
in his proper place. Never before in his life 
had Uncle Billy been so happy, and proud 
too, of his adopted faimly. “Auntie Peace” 
managed the household affairs to the comfort 
and convenience of all, including the two 
Collie pups and the black cat, Bub. Miss Stern 
labored upon intellectual pursuits, and al- 
though every morning found the four girls 
busy over their books it was a hard grind, ac- 
companied with many sighs, even tears when 
some pleasures were mercilessly unheeded by 
the rigid disciplinarian. Miss Stern proved too 
strong for Uncle Billy’s persuasive powers— 
no matter how hard he begged that his nieces 
might be excused, “just this time,” she in- 
variably replied, “If they know their lessons 
and pay attention they'll be through very 
soon,” and Auntie Peace would concur, “Yes 
indeed, they'll enjoy their play all the better 
for having worked for it.’ 

Ethel, strong now and cheerful, had some- 
how conceived a great ambition for learning. 
Unable to obtain a quantity of worthless novels 
she had been driven to read histories, and had 
almost given up the habit of wasting time over 
silly romances, the plots of which could never 
have occurred in this or any other world. She 
now read the lives of men and women who 
really lived and whose work lives after them as 
a blessing to humanity. Ethel found in Miss 
Stern a friend and adviser such as she had 
never before known, and the girl grew and 


— 
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blossomed into sweet, thoughtful womanliness 
under the older woman’s inspiration. She 
somewhat awed Uncle Billy who several times, 
during the summer, had said to himself, “‘It 
can’t be she’s giving up—why she’s only a 
child!” 

If Mr. Peters stood in awe of Ethel, it 
was not so in the case when Penelope and Win- 
nifred were concerned. Those two hoydens 
tramped with him up hill and down dale; they 
worked on the ranch like two hired men; they 
milked cows and curried horses, fed the pigs, 
hoed the garden, chopped wood and white- 
washed the chicken house and cow shed. It 
was all play—lessons were work, hard, un- 
compromising toil, but the enjoyable task of 
slashing underbrush was play, oh, such splen- 
did play! The happiest day of the summer was 
the time Jim broke his leg and Uncle Billy had 
to take him to town; the field of hay had been 
cut and was almost dry; great clouds of black 
began to roll up in the southwest, and there lay 
the precious hay threatened by rain that might 
last for a week! The two girls looked at each 
other in consternation—they knew how hard 
the men had worked to clear that field, how 
valuable the hay would be in the winter. If 
Uncle Billy were only here there would yet be 
time to save it! The same thought occurred to 
them at the same instant. Without loss of 
time they hitched the horses to the hayrack and 
five minutes later Sue, standing in the door- 
way, called to Miss Stern and Ethel, ‘Look! 
there are two boys raking up the hay—I won- 
der if Uncle Billy sent them out here>” 
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Sure enough, two boys in blue overalls 
and farmers’ hats were driving up and down 
the field, forking the hay over the sides of the 
rack; not until the glasses were put into com- 
mission was it discovered that the ‘‘boys’’ were 
Penelope and Winnifred. The others joined in 
the work and the last load was safely stowed in 
the big new barn just as the heavy drops of 
rain began to fall. Play? Of course it was 
play, and no game seemed half so jolly! 

e ranch was beginning to show the 
work of the past year; the clearings were grow- 
ing wider and longer, pushing their way against 
the line of forest which receded farther and 
farther at the touch of civilization. New set- 
tlers had opened up roads and were building 
cabins here, there and everywhere, and wonder 
of wonders, a telephone line had been extend- 
ed by the forestry service until now they could 
speak to the outside world from the very heart 
of the mountains. 

One evening in October, just as they 
watched the glories of sunset fade away into 
the gray of twilight, the telephone bell set up 
a jingling. Everybody rushed to answer it, the 
fortunate one being Penelope, who, after re- 
ceiving the call, turned with a grimace, “‘O, of 
course its for uncle! I’ve never had a call for 
myself yet!” 

“Well, who'd call you?” inquired Winni- 
red. 

“I don’t know, I’m sure. Who'd call 
you?” retorted Penelope. 

“| didn’t say anybody would, but I didn’t 
expect it—and you seem disappointed.” 


| 
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“Well, I am,” acknowledged Penelope. 


“T want a little excitement, and it just seems 
tonight as if something’s going to happen.” 

Uncle Billy hung up the receiver, an- 
nouncing, “Ben Thompson, that farmer over 
on the north ridge, thinks we ought to have a 
district school in this locality. He’s got two 
girls, Mr. Eaton has three boys, and he says | 
have four girls that ought to be in school. 
What do you think about that?”’ 

“IT think your four girls will die if they 
have any more school,”’ answered Sue, climb- 
ing into his lap. “I’m most educated to death 
now!” 

“They want Miss Stern to be school 
ma’am for the district at the munificent salary 
of sixty dollars a month; teach school in 
Thompson’s harness room until a schoolhouse 
is built and—I don’t know, Miss Stern, 
whether they won't insist upon your chopping 
your own wood—I forgot to ask, but they 
have everything all arranged; all we are to do is 
agree!” 

““What did you tell them, uncle?’ asked 
Ethel, looking up from her Latin. 

“Tell them!’ laughed Mr. Peters; “‘I told 
them my girls were in school, and Miss Stern 
was teaching in decent, comfortable quarters 
at a hundred a month. I think he won’t sug- 
gest sixty dollars and a harness room again!” 

““Couldn’t we have a district school in 
this room, Uncle Billy>”’ Penelope put this 
question quietly as if she were thinking deeply. 
“If Miss Stern wouldn’t mind having five more 
pupils and sixty dollars more a month those 
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boys and girls could come here as well as at 
ompson’s harness room—it would be jolly 
to have a regular school! Miss Stern, don’t 
you think it would be nice?” 
“Yes, Ido. It would be a good thing, Mr. 
Peters, for the girls; they need more compan- 
ionship. One hundred and sixty is too much 
salary, but the district could pay sixty and 
Penelope pay the other forty. I should be 
quite well satisfied—indeed, I’d like the ar- 
rangement very much.” 
“O please, Uncle Billy, do!"’ begged Sue. 
“That little Thompson girl’s just my age and 
she’s got the loveliest yellow braids and— 
please Uncle Billy!” 
That settled the matter, and the next Mon- 
day morning found the district school in ses- 
sion—not, however, in Peters’ cabin, nor yet 
in Thompson’s harness room, but the weather 
being perfect, the entire school adjourned to 
the cornfield back of the barn where, perched 
upon stacks of cornstalks, they worked out 
their problems, the barn door serving for a 


blackboard. 
. (To be continued.) 
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A DIFFERENCE 


Marion H. Irons 


HAT does p-o-l-u-r spell, grandma?”’ 
asked Harry Rawden, as he sat 
studying his geography lesson for 
the next day. 

“Nothing that I know of, you 
= must have spelled the word wrong; 
spell it again.” 

“P-o-li-r,” he said, glancing carelessly at 
the book and spelling the word louder than 
before. 

“Wrong again,” said grandma. “Look 
at the word more carefully this time, Harry.”’ 

“Well, p-o-l-a-r then,” he said, a trifle de- 
fiantly, for he did dislike to be corrected, and 
thought grandma Ellis was altogether too par- 
ticular. 

‘For my part, I can’t see why ‘ur,’ ‘ir,’ or 
‘er’ isn’t as good as ‘ar’ at the end of that 
word; they sound about the same.”’ 

Grandma's eyes began to twinkle; seeing 
the twinkle, Harry jumped up and ran to her 
side saying, “Now grandma, you are thinking 
of something funny; what is it?”’ 

“Yes, do tell us please,’ said Amy, lay- 
ing aside her book, ““you always have so many 
things to tell us that are funny, and teach us 

something at the same time.” 
“Will it mate a tory?” lisped little Belle, 
who would leave her play any time to listen to 
a story. 
“Yes, dear, and a true one, too,” said 
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grandma fondly, as she took the little one in 
her lap. 

“This happened a long time ago, when 
grandma was a little girl about Harry's age, 
and her brother Henry was a year older. One 
day when all our folks were away from home 
we planned to surprise them by making a loaf 
of frosted gingerbread for supper, but never 
were good intentions so badly rewarded. 

“After getting the cookbook and read- 
ing the directions for making the gingerbread 
many times to ourselves, the flourbarrel, sugar 
scoop and numerous other things, we put 
everything called for together in a pan and 
stirred them thoroughly. 

**T like lots of ginger,’ said brother, who 
was hunting among the spice boxes. “There 
isn’t a box with a name that begins with 
**Ji’, ’ he added, after some search. 

““ “Oh yes, here is one with an “‘er’’ at the 
end of the name,’ and without stopping to 
look at the box, he dumped several teaspoons 
of the spice into the pan. 

“ “Whew, but it’s awful strong’ he said, 
as we coughed, choked and sneezed; ‘] guess 
I'd better take out one of those spoonfuls, 
wouldn’t you, Mary?’ 

“*Yes, two of them,’ I gasped. 

“After much stirring, and more reading 
of directions, we finally got the gingerbread 
ready and put it in the oven, taking great care 
to walk softly, lest it should be jarred and fall. 
Then we waited impatiently for the time it 
should be baked to the rich golden brown 
spoken of in the cookbook. 
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“In spite of all our care, we found a deep 
chasm extending across the gingerbread when 
it was done, and we talked for some time of 
the best way to fill it up. 

“Brother thought that we ought to bake 
another small cake, and cut out enough to fill 
the chasm; but at last we agreed to make frost- 
ing and plenty of it. 

““We began by beating the whites of half 
a dozen eggs with a cup of sugar. When this 
was done we filled the chasm, and smeared the 
top and sides with what was left; for some 
reason the frosting would not stick and it ran 
down the gingerbread and all over the dish. 

‘Then we remembered that frosting must 
be kept cool, so we scooped it up, carried the 


_ gingerbread down in the cellar and refrosted 


it; still the frosting acted as if it wanted to get 
as far away from the gingerbread as possible. 

“It’s not cool enough yet,’ said brother, 
so we ran upstairs for fans, but not finding 
any, took a book apiece and began to fan the 
gingerbread with might and main. 

“I can still remember of thinking, as | 
stood there with my dog-eared arithmetic, that 
at last I had found a good use for it; I’m sure 
that Amy understands just what I mean.” 

Harry grinned at Amy, who nodded her 
head good naturedly, and asked, “What about 
spelling, Harry?” at which he got very red 
in the face and looked away. 

“Well,” continued grandma, “‘all this fan- 
ning did no good, and not wishing the folks to 
see our failure, we each got a dish of sauce and 
sat down to eat the gingerbread. 
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“The first taste told me that something 
was wrong, but I| did not want to be the first _ 
to complain, so | took a drink of water and 
watched brother. 

“Now boys, you know,” and grandma 
looked slyly at Harry, “‘are never afraid that 
they will get too much when it comes to eating 
cake or pie, and brother was no exception to 
this rule. 

“Taking a large piece of the gingerbread 
he said, ‘It takes us to make gingerbread,’ and 
crammed it into his mouth. The sudden 
change of his face from triumph to pained sur- 
prise was sad to see, as he gasped, with tears 
rolling down his cheeks, and sputtered, ‘Why 
didn’t you tell a fellow?’ 

“ “Because I did not wish to be the first 
to complain of the gingerbread that you helped 
to make,’ | said, feeling very guilty. 

‘““ “We must have put in too much ginger,’ 
he said, walking over to the table and picking 
up the spice box. ‘I feel like throwing the 
stuff into the fire.” He started suddenly, stared 
at the box, then set it down with a thud, and 
grew very red in the face. 

“What is it, Henry?’ I cried, “What does 
this mean?’ 

“It means that p-e-p-p-e-r does not spell 
ginger because it happens to end in “er,”’’ he 
said, looking very much disgusted, as he 
turned the spice box around so that I could see 
the name.” 

“Just like Harry did when he was sputter- 
ing about the ‘ir,’ ‘ur’ and ‘er’ awhile ago?” 


asked Amy. 
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“Yes,” replied grandma, “it was Harry's 
disgusted look that made me think of this story 
as much as what he said.” 

“Look dat look adin Hawie, an pe’haps 
dranma will thint ob anoder tory to tell us,” 
said little Belle so earnestly that they all laugh- 
ed and looked at Harry, who blushed and said, 
“Well, I call that a pretty good story anyhow, 
if it does teach a fellow to be more careful, and 
to be sure that he is right before going ahead, 
and | mean to remember it too,”” he added, giv- 
ing grandma’s hand a soft squeeze. ‘But I 
know that it will be awful hard for me to keep 
it in mind.” 

“Let Babins here tell you of a way to 
make it easier for you,” said grandma. ‘“‘Tell 
him, Babins.”’ 

Little Belle looked lovingly at Harry and 


_ said, ‘Oo dest sit ’till afile ebery day, an’ do 


into de si’ence wiv Dod, an’ tell him all "bout it, 
an’ den pitty soon oo eel ‘trong an’ oo dest 
know oo can ‘member to keep dat fought all de 
time. Den oo mus’ fank Dod, an’ feel lub 
foughts for ebery one, an’ "bout oor mind too, 
‘cause Dod dive dat mind to oo, an’—an’ it 
dest has to be dood. Don’t it, dranma>” 
‘Yes, darling, God never made anything 
that was not good,” grandma said, as she kissed 
her. 
“How does a_ little one like Belle under- 
stand such things?” asked Harry, wonderingly. 
“I know that she does,’’ said Amy, “‘for 
the other day, when Bertie Culver came over 
to play with her, he kept snatching her ball 
away and she got very angry, though she said 
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nothing. Finally I saw her leave him and sit 
down in her little chair, and close her eyes. 

“After a little she got up, went over to 
Bertie and said, ‘I’s dest pwayed for oo, Bertie, 
an’ oo is a dood boy. Oo can hab de ball pa’t 
time, | hab it pa’t time an’ we be dood frens.” 

“I never saw anything like it, for Bertie 
played like a lamb after that, and seemed half 
afraid of her.”’ 

“Do you think Belle is going to die, 
grandma?” whispered Harry, anxiously. 

“No, my dear boy. Have you forgottten 
that Jesus said, ‘Of such is the kingdom of 
heaven’? That means right here and now, for 
the kingdom is within you, Jesus said. Little 
Belle is simply living within the kingdom more 
than we are, and we see the results of so doing 
in all that she says and does. 

“Will you not follow her directions, Har- 
ry, and seek this kingdom for yourself 

“Yes, grandma, | will,’’ replied Harry in 
a choked voice, and stooping, he kissed her and 
little Belle and hastily left the room. 
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WOODIE IN THE MUD 


MarcarRet McCay 


girl, jumped out of bed in her under- 
ground house and climbed up the 
stairs to the tower where she could 
look out of doors. This tower was 
raised above the ground so Uncle 
Booster or Mr. Chuck could look and see if any 
bad alligator or other troublesome creatures 
were coming along. But none was this time, 
so Friskie looked out of the window and ex- 
claimed, “Oh, it’s raining yet!” 

“Is it raining hard?’ asked her brother 
Waddle, wondering if he would have time for 
another nap before getting up to start for 
school. 

“Oh, very hard,”’ replied Friskie, running 
down the stairs from the lookout tower so fast 
that her hair braids went flippity-flop like a 
cow’s tail when it’s running away from a bum- 
blebee. “But, you know,” she went on, 
*‘April showers bring May flowers, and this is 
April. We must expect rain.” 

‘But not so much of it,’’ objected Woodie, 
the other brother of the woodchuck girl. 
““We’ve had enough. It’s been nothing but 
rain and mud for the last week. I’m getting 
tired of it.” 

“So am I,” said his brother as he began 
to dress. “I don’t see why we can’t have May 
flowers without April showers.” 

that about showers?” cried Aunt 
Jerushia Ann, the dear little fussy old lady 


| RISKIE Chuck, the little ground-hog 
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woodchuck. “‘Is the rain coming in? Oh, shut 
the windows, it will spoil the wall paper.” 

“It isn’t coming in—it is just coming 
down harder than ever.” 

“Oh, I’m so glad it isn’t coming in any- 
where,” spoke Aunt Jerushia Ann, as she ate 
a peppermint candy, so she would not be so 
nervous. 

‘Rain always makes my hair come out of 
curl. But | really don’t see why we have to 
have so many April showers to make May 
flowers,” said Woodie, as he sat down to 
breakfast. 

“IT will tell you,” spoke Uncle Booster. 
“You see, the flowers have a long winter-sleep 
and their eyes get frozen so tightly shut that 
they can hardly open them again when spring 
comes. Flowers themselves are all eyes, you 
know, when they are open to look at the sun 
and green grass. Some flowers, like the dande- 
lions and the morning glory, close their eyes to 
go to sleep every night when the sun goes 
down and awaken in the morning. But when 
winter has made the eyes of the flowers go 
tight shut, it takes a nice, warm April shower 
to open them again. Just as you glue your 
paws together, you’d have to put them in 
warm water to make them come unglued.”’ 

“I see,”’ said Friskie; “‘that’s why we have 
April showers, Uncle Booster, is it>”’ 

“Well, we'd better get ready for school,”’ 
spoke Woodie; “I’m going to wear my rubber 
boots, it’s awful muddy.” 

“Don’t get stuck in the mud, children,” 
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said Mrs. Chuck, as she helped Friskie tie on 
her rainy-day hair ribbon. 

So off the three little woodchucks started 
through the April showers for the Hollow 
Stump School, where Professor Choo-Choo 
was teacher. And it rained harder than ever. 
But Woodie and Waddle and Friskie had their 
umbrellas and raincoats and boots so they did 
not mind it, and after they were gone Aunt 
Jerushia Ann went all over the house to see 
if by any chance a window might be open so 
the water could come in and spoil the wall 
paper. But there was none, | am glad to say. 

Woodie Chuck had to stay in school that 
afternoon when the other animal children had 
gone home. Since Professor Choo-Choo hap- 
pened to bite his left paw while eating a piece 
of chocolate cake for his lunch, he could not 
clean off the blackboards very well, he asked 
Woodie to stay in after school and help him. 
When Woodie finally started it had stopped 
raining and he hurried on, thinking he could 
catch up with his brother and sister. He car- 
ried his umbrella under his paw, for no rain- 
drops were coming down now. All of a sud- 
den, as Woodie was going past a big hollow 
stump, a bad old fox made a leap to grab him, 
and he nearly caught Woodie, too. But the 
little ground-hog boy gave a jump out of the 
way and ran on, crying, ““No, you don’t.”” He 
ran so fast that the fox could not get him, for 
the fox was lame in his left hind leg from hav- 
ing been caught in a trap once when he was 
trying to catch a chickie. On and on ran 


Woodie, and before he knew it, he had run 
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into a mud puddle! He sank down over his 
boots and oh, it was such sticky mud! Woodie 
tried to pull out one leg and then the other, but 
he could not do it. Down he sank, deeper and 
deeper in the mud, and it oozed in his boots 
until they felt heavy as lead. Then all of a 
sudden that bad old fox came again and the 
little ground-hog boy tried harder than ever. 
“Help, Help!” he cried. All of a sudden there 
came an April shower which made the mud 
soft and then Woodie could pull his legs out. 
His rubber boots almost came, but not quite, 
and jumping out of the mud puddle, Woodie 
ran on home as fast as he could. 


EVENTIDE 
JEssSIER JENNER 


The sun is low, but the moon is high, 
And stars are peeping out of the sky; 
Angels of God are doing their best 


To teach us of him as we go to rest. 


They flutter their wings in the evening breeze, 
And sing their message from the trees; 
I love these angels so pure and true, 

They stand and guard us the whole night through. 
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BQDSTER 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Love and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—Alll reports must be in by the fifteenth of 
the month before the date of issue. 


HIS month I shall take you all with 
me for a picnic and then for a de- 
lightful trip. 

First we go to Columbia, a 
sweet little village nestled in 
amongst the hills of Missouri. It 
is near here that we shall have our picnic. We 

romp down the rocky, twisty, wooded quarry 

road. Everything is alive, and the birds are 
singing, and the green hills are touched with 
purple where groups of violets and wild ver- 
benas grow. How crisp the air is! A little 


‘lizard scurries out and then stops in the middle 


of the road and blinks up at us as much as to 
say, “Isn’t spring a lovely time!’’ (You see, 
he has been sleeping all winter.) But we shall 
not answer his kind greeting with a stick or 
stone. Let’s just walk around him and leave 
him happily lying in the warm road dust. 
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On, on, we go until the silver thread of 
the Hinkson Creek becomes visible. Beyond 
are great cliffs which moss has made into green 
banks. Now we step from stone to stone over 
the creek. Be agile lest you step into the 
water! The stones from which we leap seem 
to sink as we leave them. Now we are safely 
on the other side and ready to ascend the 
crooked little road which leads up to the log 
cabin on the distant hill. No, we shall not go 
to the cabin! Our quest is not that far. Nearly 
up the hill—now, guess what! Let’s walk be- 
= the road and go over near the edge of the 
cliff. 

I thought that you would give a cry of 
joy, for the whole bank is a bed of wild pansies 
which bow and nod their blue, purple and 
white little heads. Here is one with a black 
face and a little yellow tongue. There is one 
with a blue face and black little ears. This is 
“Pansy Hill.”” We shall have our Wee Wis- 
“Below us into the lazy little Hinkson now 
roll a stone he cli ear it crashing 
rush. Now, it hurls itself into 
the creek! With a deep gurgle of joy the little 
stream covers it over and ripples of joy widen 
and widen over its surface. 

We shall eat our lunch here and gather as 
many wild pansies as we can carry home. 

After a night’s rest we go to St. Louis and 
visit the “Truth Seekers.’’ Clara is ready to 
greet us at the pretty little church. About her 
are many Wisdoms. And they all have on 
Booster pins and are so well and happy that 
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it looks like there surely couldn’t be anything 
but joy in all the world. And Clara, how sweet 
and patient she is with the Wisdoms, explain- 
ing every little point in the Bible Lesson. Now 
we know why the Wisdoms in St. Louis always 
have such good club meetings and are so en- 
thusiastic. Who could help it with such a lot 
of bright faces and such a good leader. 

But we must leave and_hurr 
Nashville where we shall vist Send He 
is going to have a Booster Club all his own, and 
is so loving toward all the living creatures that 
he will not eat meat. After taking dinner with 
him we go to Merchantville, which is just out- 
side of the great city of Philadelphia. 

Here is the Wee Wisdom Sunday School 
which Mr. Sleater used to have for the little 
ones nearby. However, they have grown up 
and now the little building, which the children 
and their friends built all themselves, is a sanc- 
tuary with lots of good books on its shelves 
and beautiful mottoes burned upon its walls. 
Marion, Elsie and Frances are young ladies 
now, but they all retain their love for Wee 
Wisdom, and after greeting them, let’s have a 
romp with Charles Fillmore Sleater, who is a 
real rollicking Wisdom. The little chapel is 
not a playhouse for him. It is a quiet room 
where he may sit in the silence and commune 
with the Christ Child within him. 

How I wish that we had time to linger 
longer with the delightful people in this peace- 
ful village, but I fear that we must take the 
ferryboat across the river and board a train 


for New York City. 
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We shall stay at the home of Orrea Pye 
whose papa meets us at the train and takes us 
away off through an underground tube down 
under the water to Brooklyn. What a beauti- 
ful drive he gives us along the shore. Out in 
the bay great ocean steamers are crowded with 
people from every part of the world, coming 
here to find liberty and peace. 

In front of us is a beach on which children 
play and wade, while the older folks swim or 
ride on the waves. Across the bay is another 
pretty green island. Now, as the sun bursts 
through the clouds, the wonderful Statue of 
Liberty looms in view. 

Orrea has many dolls and beautiful toys 
with which we shall busy ourselves this even- 
ing. 

In the morning we go to Boston. From 
here we can easily motor out to Lexington and 
Concord. The drive is excellent. We are 
driven over the road where on April 19, 1776, 
the British troops marched out to capture the 
arms of the Colonists. Here at Lexington was 
the first shot of the Revolution. Now we are 
passing the stone walls from which the farmers 
fired on the “Red Coats.” After we pass 
through Concord we see the bridge where the 
British were repulsed and driven back to 
Boston. Just think! Those poor soldiers had 
to march 38 miles without water and with the 
Colonists at every hand. Don’t you think that 
they were brave, also, as well as our soldiers? 

Right here where our forefathers started 
the war of Independence, lived men far greater 
than any who fought to kill their fellows. 


| 
| 
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See this little cottage snuggled down amongst 
the trees. This is where Louisa Alcott wrote 
“Little Men” and “Little Women.” We have 
all read those delightful books. Here is Haw- 
thorne’s home, where he wrote those beauti- 
ful stories of the White Hills. 

On the same road is Thoreau’s home, 
while right in sight of the bridge where the 
battle of Concord took place is the “Old 
Manse.” 

Then we find the old home of Emerson, 
who shaped the ideals of our race and strived 
to give us spiritual freedom, just as a hundred 
years before, George Washington and the 
brave Colonists fought for our bodily freedom 
from England. 

Let us stop at Walden on our way back. 
This is a quiet lake surrounded by pines and 
a thrall of silence which is broken only by the 
call of a bird, or by the plunk of a frog as he 
jumps into the water. It seems almost like a 
’ temple, and the tall, stately, serene pines like 
priests. Here Thoreau wrote and _ studied 
animals and plants. Here he communed with 
God through God's holy expression in life. 

Away we speed back to Boston to visit 
the Faust Wisdoms who are happy, joyous 
Truth children. 

Our bedroom is all colonial and every- 
thing is over a hundred years old. Quaint 
candlesticks are about for lights. The bed has 
a chintz canopy over it. Out of the window is 
a glorious garden with arbors and trim little 
trees, surrounding a sundial. Over the wall is 
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ogg lake which reflects the surrounding 
ills. 

The whole house is glorious, but we must 
hurry back to New York, for Aunt Myrtle is 
awaiting us. Tomorrow we shall sail for 
home. 

Don’t you feel refreshed after the trip? 
We should be so refreshed that next month I 
know every club will send in a great big report. 
You know next month is the last time that 
Wee Wisdom will look like she does now. 
Her Birthday Number will be much different. 

If you wish to extend your subscription 
now, you may do so at 50 cents a year, no 
matter when it expires, but on July first it will — 
cost a dollar a year. 

Don’t forget that you must have reports 
in by the fifteenth of June, and remember that 
the Booster pins are sent to those who send in 
a new Wisdom. 

Be sure to write next month. Every Wis- 
dom in the world is expecting to hear from 
you. 


i 
Gres 
| 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


LESSON 10, JUNE 8 
JosEPH Forcives His BRETHREN.—Gen. 45:1-15. 


GoLpDEN TExtT—Behold, how good and how pleas- 
ant it is for brethren to dwell together in unity.— Psa. 133:1. 

After the events in the last lesson, when the brothers 
were lamenting because Joseph was going to keep the young- 
est, Benjamin, a prisoner, Joseph declared himself before 
them all. He exclaimed, “I am Joseph: doth my father yet 
live>”” The brothers were too astonished and frightened to 
speak, but Joseph bade them come near him and forgave 
them with kind and loving words. He told them that out 
of the evil deed they had done, God had brought great good. 
If Joseph had never been sold into egpyt, he would have 
missed the opportunity to help the Eyptians as well as his 
father and brothers during the famine. 

When he had talked to them, Joseph sent his brothers 
home after their father, their families and their household 
goods, that they might come down into Egypt and dwell 
near him. This is a lesson on forgiveness. It had seemed a 
terrible thing for the brothers to sell Joseph among strangers 
to be taken away down into Egypt. Joseph, however, was 
led of the Spirit, and all the seeming evil was but a step 
toward the greatest good. This same loving Christ Spirit 
led him years later to forgive and love his brothers, when he 
might have retaliated by letting them starve in the time of 
famine. 

The finest proof that one is living the true Christ life 
is a willingness to forgive seeming injuries. If we harbor ill 
thoughts toward people, it is certain we are not guided by the 
Spirit. When we are angry and unforgiving let us remember 
Joseph who, after having been sold into slavery, forgave 
and dealt kindly with his guilty brothers. 


LESSON 11, JUNE 15 
Jacop BEFoRE PHARAOH.—Gen. 47:1-12. 


GoLDEN TEXT—AIl things work together for good 
to them that love God.—Rom. 8:28 


| 
| 
| 
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When the father and brothers of Joseph were come 
into the land of Goshen, Joseph took them before Pharaoh. 
They told the king they were shepherds, and begged to be 
allowed to remain in Goshen because there was no pasture 
for their flocks in their own land of Canaan. 

Because of his love for Joseph, Pharaoh declared that 
they might stay and have the best of the land. So at last 
Joseph was contented. His loved ones from whom he had 
been so long separated, were with him, living together in 
peace and love. 

The main point in this lesson is brought out in the 
Golden Text: “All things work together for good to them 
that love God.”” It had seemed when Joseph was sold into 
Egypt all chance of happiness was lost. It hardly seemed 
possible that he would ever see his father again. The years 
in prison also looked like punishment, but in reality were 
years of blessing, for there he learned the patience and fore- 
bearance and wisdom which later made him fit to council 
the Egyptians in time of trouble. 

There is no better illustration of the truth of the 
Golden Text than this story of Joseph. Through all his 
years of seeming darkness he never lost his faith or ceased 
to listen to the voice within, and his reward was great. 

He was ably filling a high position where the capacity 
for doing good was unlimited, and his family were near him. 
The Golden Text should be committed to memory, and 
when things seem to be going wrong we should remember 
the story of Joseph and his brethren, for “‘All things work 
together for good to them that love God.” 


LESSON 12, JUNE 22 


THE BLINDING EFFECT OF SIN (Temperance Lesson) 
—Amos 6:1-8. 

GoLDEN TExT—Seek good, and not evil, that ve 
may live-—Rom. 5:14. 

Today’s temperance lesson is the warning which the 
prophet Amos gave to Israel. The Israelites were begin- 
ning to forget the one God. They were leaning too much 
on material support. Amos pointed to great cities of the 
past which had fallen because their people had forgotten 
that all power and glory comes from Jehovah. Israel 
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pointed to her high mountains as her protection, forgetting 
that real protection comes from the Spirit. 

e mistake Israel made is a common one among us 
today. We try to fortify ourselves from without. We 
should know that the only real safeguard is a close ac- 
quaintance with the Christ Spirit within ourselves. If daily 
we have been in the habit of allowing only health thoughts 
to enter our minds, then health will be our portion, and we 
will need no outer protection against sickness. If we 
habitually dwell on the bountiful supply of good, and on 
the fact that all that the Father hath is ours, we have a 
more certain protection against poverty than much money 
placed in a bank. Banks have been known to fail, but the 
law of the Spirit is unchanging. If we put out of our minds 
and hearts all appearance of evil and harbor only the good 
and true, there is nothing whatever to fear. The Golden 
Text is short, but to the point, and full of food for thought. 
“Seek good, and not evil, that ye may live.” 


LESSON 13, JUNE 29 
THE VICTORIES OF FAITH.—REVIEW. 


GoLDEN TExT—This is the victory that hath over- 
come the world, even our faith—I John 5:4. 


The lessons of this quarter for the most part have to 
do with the story of Joseph and his brethren. It is a wonder- 
ful story, full of human interest. It is well worth while as 
a story, but it is of far greater interest as a lesson. It proves 
that the voice within is the true guide, and that life is fully 
rounded out by obeying the law of love. The central 
thought in the whole story is contained in the Golden Text 
of lesson eleven: ‘‘All things work together for good 
for them that love God.” 


LESSON 1, JULY 6 
THE Moses SaveD From DEATH.— 
Exodus | :22; 2:10. 
GoLDEN TEXT—Whoso shall receive one such little 
child in my name, receiveth me.—Matt. 18:5. 


The Israelites were in captivity in Egypt and the king 
was afraid that some day there would be born among them 
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a man strong enough to lead them out of their slavery. To 
prevent this, Pharaoh ordered that every son born among 
the Hebrews be drowned, while the daughters should be 
saved. 

There was a son born to a Hebrew woman, and it 
was so fair she would not destroy it, so for three months 
she kept it hid and then she built a tiny ark and placed it 
among the rushes on the bank of the river. The daughter 
of Pharaoh came to bathe and found the babe. Her heart 
was touched and she decided to adopt it. She called it 
Moses, which means “‘drawn out.”” The sister of Moses, 
now came forward and offered to find a Hebrew woman to 
nurse the child. She was sent and returned, bringing the 
mother of Moses. Pharaoh’s daughter hired the woman, 
never knowing it was the babe’s mother, and Moses was 
taken home until such a time as he was old enough to go 
to the palace of Pharaoh to be educated. So you see a 
deliverer of the Israelites was raised right up in the palace 
of the king in spite of his efforts to prevent it. There is 
more of Divine order in the world than some people imagine. 
The laws of the Spirit are unchanging, and man-made laws 
and customs have no effect on them. The only way to be 
safe and happy and always prosperous is to fall in line and 
follow in the Divine law. The fact that we do not open 
the law of love, that we do not recognize the Spirit as all 
powerful, is responsible for all our unhappiness and failure. 
All our plans, like those of Pharaoh, will come to naught 
if they are not in harmony with the law of love. If the 
Christ consciousness is in control in our minds, then in all 
our planning we will be guided by infinite wisdom and will 
never fail. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER a 


A baby rambler said to me, 

The world’s just full of harmonee; 
Sing a jolly tune 

To the month of June, 

And my lover, the bumblebee. 


|'UNE means roses and roses mean 
love. Of course February means 
love, too. There’s St. Valentine's 
day, you know. Oh, well, for the 
matter of that, every month is a love 
month. But June, with the roses, 
red and white and pink, why they fill the 
grouchiest old heart on earth with joy and love. 
Whoever watched a rosebud unfold without 
feeling his heart expand with its petals> 
Some day | am going to have a big rose 
garden with a stone wall around it. Not to 
keep folks out, but for the climbing roses to 
run on, you see. | am going to have every 
kind of rose of which I have heard, from big 
American Beauties to a tiny white affair. | 
never knew its name, but I'll find it. I am 
going to have plenty of gravel paths running 
through the garden and a great arch over the 
gate with the inscription, ““Garden of love,” 
and underneath, “Enter here all ye whose 
hearts have grown narrow, that love may ex- 
pand them.” I won't need to invite those 
whose hearts are already filled with love. They 
will just naturally drift there anyway. 
But in the meantime | have a garden of 
love in my heart, and each month when | talk 
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to you from my corner, | send the perfume of 
the dream roses to you on the wings of love 
thoughts. May your paths be laid in a garden 
of love, and may the perfume of good thoughts 
surround and cheer you. 


REAL FAIRIES 


BERTHA DoroTHy OLSEN 
Have you ever seen the fairies dance 


At the golden break of day> 
Have you seen their fairy steeds aprance, 
As they ride a sunny ray? 


They dance and laugh and flit and fly; 
They whirl in colors most gay, 

And drive away each tear and sigh, 
For they welcome a bright, new day. 


They are the fairies of hope and love, 
And they come to show you the way 

To the happy land not found above, 
But dawning with each day. 


Have you ever seen the fairies dance 
On the moonbeams clear and white? 

Have you ever seen their happy glance 
As they sing in the silvery light? 


In a beautiful glow they softly glide, 
Their faces are wondrous sweet; 

They come in myriads from far and wide— 
Oh! the joy that shines when they meet! 


They are the fairies of Peace and Rest, 
Who come at the close of a happy day. 

These or the dawn fairies, which are best? 

Why both are best in their own true way! 


WEE WISDOM 31 


Young folks Magazine 


DEVOTED TO 


Practical Christianity 


Wisdom’s ways are ways of pleasantness 
and all her paths are peace 


Myrtce Editor. 
Sace HaseEttine, Associate Editor. 


50 cents a year 5 cents a copy 
Foreign Subscription, 3 shillings a year 
Published on the first of each month by 
UNITY TRACT SOCIETY 
913 TRACY AVE., KANSAS CITY, MO. 


Entered as second class matter, August 8th, 1898, at the postoffice at 
Kansas City, Missouri, under the act of March 3d, 1879. 


JUNE, 1913 


What is so rare as a day in June? 

Then, if ever, come perfect days; 

Then heaven tries the earth if it be in tune, 
And over it softly her warm ear lays. 
Whether we look or whether we listen, 


We hear life murmur or see it glisten. 
—James Russell Lowell. 


{as> IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE WispoM to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 


1, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and I will 


fill their treasuries. 
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WEE WISDOM WILL COST MORE 
Js FIRST is the last day on which 


subscriptions to WEE WISDOM 

will be received at 50 cents a year. 

Until July First you may send in three 

new subscriptions for one dollar. This 

does not apply to the extension of old 
subscribers. 


@ You may extend your subscription as 
@ many years as you wish at the rate of 
° fifty cents a year, no matter ‘when it 
expires. 
@ The enlarged WEE WISDOM will 
have a comprehensive Home Depart- 
: ment,*edited by Myrtle Fillmore, as well 
as the present Wee Department. It will 
§ also contain a Youths’ Department, of 
interest to readers from fifteen to twenty- 
two. 
@ The new WEE WISDOM will have 
° a message for every member of the 
family. 
@ The new WEE WISDOM will con- 
tain the complete “Story of Lovie.” 
@ The price is one dollar a year in the 
‘United States. _One dollar and thirty-five 
® cents for foreign countries, with the 
® same combination privileges as those of 
Unity and Weekly Unity. 
@ Until July First you may subscribe at 
fifty cents a year. After that the new 
@ price is effective. 
Q July First is not far off. Act now! 
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